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Author's Notes: 

This fic all but killed me -| sobbed writing this. | had to write it after seeing the news that Cliff Williams 
announced he is retiring from AC/DC at the end of the Rock or Bust tour because the band has changed so 
much that he no longer sees it as home, and it's his gut feeling he has to leave. | just pictured this in my 
head, and it's so sad. Cliff is such a kind person who doesn't like to inflict pain on others, and was such a 
dedicated member that saying goodbye has to be painful for him even if it is what he has to do. As the 
unsung hero of the band, its true. AC/DC will *never* be the same without Cliff, regardless of who notices. 
Cliff, | salute you. 


| don't know what to do. 


This evening I've had to go through a long, intense, and extremely emotional talk with Angus, and | don't know 
which one of us has bled more inside from it. All | know is I'm still bleeding. 


| feel as though I've lost a family member; like somebody close to me has slipped away from me and died. Only 


its worse, because it's not just one person Its my family | had before | married and had kids. Its what I've 


known for almost forty years. Its my home. My true home. 


lve moved between homes with my family more than once, but when my true home is something that's not a 
physical house, but rather a status and a way of life, it's always there no matter where | am. I'm always 


home no matter how far | go. 


Until now. These days, | don't know home. My "home" still exists and is still standing strong. But its changed so 
much, | barely recognize it. It's nobody's own fault, and it's still there -but it's not home to me anymore. It's 


just a band. 


My time with AC/DC has meant more to me than what | can put into words. Having these bandmates -no, 
these brothers -with me for so long, and all of us sticking together through every trial we have faced, always 
being there for each other. That was the thing that meant the most to me sometimes. Being the mediator was 
hard, but | wouldn't have had it any other way. Even when some conflicts weren't easy to fix -ones that ended 
with everyone upset with me, and ones that ended in pain. Just knowing that | could be there for them the 


way they don't realize they've been there for me -that sometimes meant more to me than playing bass. 


Ths conflict | now feel inside.. This one isn't just ending in pain. It's pure heartache. Because | know as much as | 


wish that | could that | can't continue to be here. 


| don't want to go. | want to stay. | want to hold onto this remaining shell of this band that is so precious to 
me by how it has shaped my life, the experiences it has given me, and everything that made me myself. But 
everything within me -my head, gut, and heart are telling me that no matter how hard it is and how much it 


hurts, | have to let go. | have to say goodbye. Leave. Retire. 


The realization hit me on the bus earlier tonight. It likely hit sooner, but this time there was no sense of 


denial. 


Things have been changed for awhile. There were times | felt uncomfortable, but | tried to stay optimistic that 
| would adjust. As a band we'd had so many things happen right after one another, and it was a stressful time. 


But the feeling deep down didn't pass. 


The next thing | knew, | was no longer alone in the front lounge of the bus. Angus came in He saw me backed 
into the corner of the sofa, looking at the floor, trying to figure out how to cope with this monstrous 


realization. 

| tried to hide it from him. Angus has been through so damn much lately, and it makes me feel guilty to know 
that | added to it -just as guilty as | felt when he approached me. And that was how the conversation started. 
It's still playing over and over in my head as | lay in my burk. 


4 EEFLASHBACK E% 


"Oi, Cliff, you don't look so good -are you not feeling well?" 


| shudder, trying to look away. | don't want to talk about it. If | tell him, it will hurt him. Just a few months ago 
when everything went down with Brian, | had to pick up the pieces when he shattered under pressure, and he 
was pitiful. And if | put him in that condition myself, the guilt would suffocate me. AC/DC may no longer feel 
like home to me, but Angus is still my brother. The only one I've had from way back still left here. 


"Physically I'm okay.. | just have a lot on my mind" | try to dismiss it quickly. Just saying it out loud kills me. 
It's a thousand hot coals burning me up from the inside, but there's a chill inside the fire that is nothing but 


emptiness. 

Angus comes up closer to me. He tries to look me in the eyes. 

| realize that he's trying to give back to me what I've done for him getting things back together best as 
possible. And | now know exactly what he felt the moment | confronted him the way | did before he broke 
down. Because it's taking all my willpower to not break down in tears right here. 

"Cliff." He sounds concerned, shocked, and | know it's dawning on him. "you're leaving.” 


‘lm not certain of anything right now Angus. | can't say for sure what's-" 


"Cliff, | can see it in your eyes, y'know? | know, because it was the exact same look that Malcolm had right 


when he told me, y'know.. When he couldn't do it anymore." 


Without looking at him, he sounds so sad. The reminder of how hard it was losing my first brother in this 
whole mess and the first step in home fading away hits me like a brick in the stomach. 


| don't know how fast it happened as Angus says this to me, but the next thing | know, tears are welling up in 


my eyes and spilling over. It's bloody embarrassing, and all | want is to leave the lounge. 


But Angus is right. | have to be honest and say what's going on. Because if | don't, he may panic and take it 
the wrong way, and that would be the worst possible outcome. The best thing | can give him is the honest 
truth. The honor that | should give him as a mediator, and the one a true brother gives no matter how hard 
it is. 

"| don't know if | can do this anymore either Ang. | don't.” 

l'm trying so hard not to sob or have my voice crack. l'm already shedding enough tears. Of course, when 
you're in a group of close brothers like in AC/DC, there is no shame in crying when things get hard like this. 
We all go through it together; we've all seen each other cry at least once. l'm not ashamed. But | don't want to 


scare Angus when he's already being faced with yet another loss. 


"Cliff, if its my fault -1-" 


Is not your fault, Angus." He asked the question | was fearing most, and the pain only worsens with it for 
both of us, regardless of what | say. 


"What caused it, Cliff? If-" Angus looks terrified, and | know he's having flashbacks to what went down in early 
April, trying to figure out how to carry on without Brian. 


No. | don't want him to go through that. | cant have him go through that again 


"Angus," | choke out, trying to steady my voice. "It's not your fault. It's not Brian's fault. It's definitely not 
Malcolm's fault. | can't say its Phil's fault, because that's only a very small piece of the picture here. You 
know how much AC/DC means to me. The day you and your brother called me completely changed my life, 
mate -and | can't thank you all enough for that. You gave me a family, and a home. But that home isn’t what 
it used to be, and l'm not who | used to be either. | don't want you to think it was your fault. Its misfortune. 
Things have happened -some preventable, others not so much. For all | know, even if it hadn't happened, | would 


have realized it with my age anyway that the time was coming sooner or later.” 


"Cliff, | tried so hard to get things back. | know its not the same with Axl. He's great, y'know, but | wish it 
were Brian up there -we all do, and it can't be until we know it's safe for him. And Phil still needs to get 


himself straight before | could possibly trust him, y'know -and Mal.” 
Angus is rambling nervously; | can tell he's getting worked up inside, and it's not what | want. 


"I know you tried, Angus, you did try -we tried so hard. And | understand why you have to keep it going. You 
have a duty to Malcolm. And | do t-too." 


My voice breaks off and | have to stop for a minute so that | don't get out of control. 


"IIl finish this tour with you, Angus. That, | can promise you even if | can't speak for certain on anything else. 
Okay, mate? | can't leave this tour unfinished either. Lord knows it's all I've got left” 


Its true. And | can't leave it unfinished, because that would be the ultimate let down to the remaining family | 
have in this collapsing home. | have to finish this tour for Rock or Bust. Because its the last tour I'll ever 


have with my family. 


"IFs just changed too much, and it's your time," Angus states. He knows why | have to leave. He understands. 
He knows I'm not leaving in anger towards him, and | don't have any ill feelings toward him for drawing it out, 


because | understand that he has a duty to his brother to finish this and keep going as long as he can. 
But | just can't keep going any longer. 
| nod, and it's the most painful motion I've made. More painful than when Bon died, more painful than when 


three people were trampled and killed at a concert, more painful than the departure of Malcolm, and all the 


drama with Phil, then Brian.. 


The next thing | know, thin, small, bony arms are wrapping around me from behind and pulling me into a hug, 
and I'm realizing that | have completely broken down and l'm sobbing. There's a small sniffle from behind me, 
and | know that we're both feeling each other's pain together -like the brothers we are and have been. For one 


of the last times. Because our home is broken, and it's never going to be the same again 
***END FLASHBACK *** 


| can't sleep still. The conversation and everything that happened has played over in my head for the past five 


hours, and | don't want to make a fool of myself and start crying in my bunk over it now. 


What has to be done has to be done. It's over. The word is out, and I've made my decision. Angus isn't mad at 
me. l'm not mad at him. We both understand. It hurts -my body is aching in a way | can't explain because the 
emotional pain is beyond what | can comprehend or express -but it's the only way | can heal. Even though | 

know | wasn't, because Angus wasn't hurt by my personal reasons for leaving, | feel like because | can't go on, 
I've failed as the mediator | am -the mediator I've been in this band, especially the past few years. And | don't 


want to hold anyone back or be a burden because | can't take it here anymore. 


I'm still with this drastically changed band for the remaining parts of this tour. If Brian gets better and wants 
to hit some of the locations he missed on this tour, then I'll stick around for those too. And | hope he does, 


because | would like to perform with him -my other brother and best friend too, one last time. 


Its a heavy weight on my chest still, the feeling that I've experienced a personal death. Nothing in my life will 
ever replace what I've lost. There's a huge emptiness inside me, and | haven't even left yet. Things have 
changed so much that there's no point in trying to fix it for myself, and things aren't going to turn around 
whether | stay or not. It's the last nail for me, regardless of how much life is left in the band. 


| think to some old song a guy named Dan Fogelberg wrote -and the only reason I'd ever make that connection 
was a joke some comedian did comparing our styles as wide apart as they are. ‘The Last Nail That bittersweet 
lyric. So let the ashes fall and lay where they will, just say that once you used to know me.'| need to leave 
things as they are now, and remember and look back on the good times -the times when AC/DC was the home 
to me that | knew and the times | was able to be there for my family -and never forget them after | leave. 


Its what | want to remember. 


The times when it was Malcolm, Phil, Brian, Angus, and | -or even before that, when Bon was there. | can 
remember running around in Paris, when Bon was there and wild but taking better care of himself so it 
showed, and Phil was still his old, relaxed self | haven't seen in so many years. | don't know whether the tears 
that form in the corner of my eyes are from the joy of having that nostalgia, or of sorrow from loss, but 
the images playing in my head from that time are some of the most beautiful things I've seen, and that I'll 


always have. 


| still haven't lost all. | can still visit my brothers, and | still have them even if | no longer have home with 


them. Brian and | are still close. And | have made it clear in every way | possibly can, l'm not abandoning Angus. 


Like Brian, he's my brother, and I'll still be there for him -he can call me, and I'll answer. That he knows l'm 


not abandoning him will give him the strength to keep going as long as he can too. 


But as Bon said in an early song he wrote, our forgotten song.. The only slow song we ever wrote with him and 


never played live before he left. 
It's what | have to do now. | have to let go of AC/DC. 
It's time to say goodbye, and.. 


Ride On, 


